CANTO 77.                          47

And spread her breast the mountain rose.
And lovelier than the rose so red,

Yet paler than the violet pale,                            295

She early left her sleepless bed,

The fairest maid of Teviotdale*.

XXVI.

Why does fair Margaret so early awake,

And don her kirtle so hastilie;                           299

And the silken knots, which in hurry she would make,.

Why tremble her slender fingers to tie,;
Why does she stop, and look often around,

As she glides down the secret stair;
And* why does she pat the shaggy blood-hound,

As she rouses him up from his lair;                  305

And, though she passes the postern alone,
Why is not the watchman's bugle blown?

XXVIL

The Ladye steps in doubt and dread,

Lest her watchful mother hear her tread;

The Ladye caresses the rough blood-hound,          310

Lest his voice should waken the castle round;

The watchman's bugle is not blown, .

For he was her foster-father's son;

And she glides through the greenwood at dawn of light

To meet Baron Henry, her own true knight.         315

XXVHL

The Knight and Ladye fair are met,

And under the hawthorn's boughs are set.

A fairer pair were never seen

To meet beneath the-hawthorn green.

He was stately, and young^^Qdjall;                     320

Dreaded in battle, ancTloved in hall:

And she, when love, scarce told, scarce hid,

Lent to her cheek a livelier red;

When the half sigh her swelling breast

Against the silken ribbon prest;                             325